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THE DOUVBLE HARVEST.

———

A dyiog girl, in Automn time,
Lay fading at the close of day—

Btole o’er the fields the reapers’ ohime,
While fast around the brown ranks lay.

“Open the casemate wide,” she said,
And raise me up that Imay look,

Ere yot my heart and eyes are dead,
Once more upon the field and brook.”

“The harvest is the Lord's,” loud sang
~ The yeapers in (e distant Seld;
'With piled-up sheaves, with siokles' clang,
To him thby all the glory yield.
Abroad the dying maiden gazed,
Then 2all aronnd grew sudden blavk;
The sun in setting dimly blazed —
“ Her head upon the couch fell back.

L]

“The harvest is the Lord’s,” replied,
Unconssiously, the veapers slear;
And ers the distant echo died,

An sngel-reaper darted thers,
Too swift for mortal eight to spy,
And bore the flower that drooped so fair
To God's great garner in the sky. *
[Alger's Oriental Poctry.
A Remarkable Story.

. The lust California mail brings partic-

-{ulars of the following remarkable story:

A stage coach was overbaunled by high-
waymen,on a loncly road in Nevada Coun-
ty, between Marysville and Downieville,
at 4 o'elock on the morning of May 1,

in different directions, and Steve Vepard
struek what proved to be the right trail

{up Yuba River. -He followed his lonely

avd diffeult road alone, into a rocky ra-

Jvine three milés from homan habitation,

Steve thought the time ‘of one of them,
had come, for the robber  was already ta-

the man's head he sent him the contents

Mﬂt forward to sectire the Booty be-
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bags when a third robber showed himself,

THE WIDOWED BRIDE.

BY HELEN FOREST GLAVIS,

Scarcely a child, yet scarcely a woman

WFarewell,” she sighed, “ye scenes so dear.”

Mary Kendale stood there in her white
silk and orange blossoms, with the sun-
light of the old ehurch window falling
upon her as if she had been some sweet
medimval saint, And Col. Medham,as he
held her hand in his, and listened to the
solemn words that joined them together,
now and forevermore, felt that his cup of
hapg}nesa was full to the very brim.

“My wife, my dearlittle child wife,"”
he said tenderly, when they led her away
to remove the white veil and fragrant
waxen blossoms, in order that she might
don her quieter traveling dress. Ard
Mary's blue eyes, clear and liquid as the
June firmament mirrored in a clear wood-
land spring, answered him without need
of words.

Yes, she was very lovely, that sixteen
years old bride. - Her bair was of a warm
gold eelor, rippled in little shining wave-
lets, and you might trace every blue vein

ing. Itseems that a relativeof hers was
speaking of a woney match, that had re-
cently transpired,within the bridegroom's
hearing,and he rashly concluded the terms
apphed to him, From that moment to
» |this he has never bean heard of,"

“A romsnceindeed. And the bride?”

“Remaians a bride. In truth and indeed,
to this'very hour, she lives alone at Med-
bam Park, devoted entirely to his meme-
ry. If all we hear is true;she must have
loved him with a depth of affection that
is rare a8 ibis admirable.”

And from that their conversation stray-
ed off to other topics, and n#ither noticed
the strange expression on the invalid's
pale face.

“Here we are, at Winley,sir. At which
hotel sball I leave you?"

“Neither. Let me be driven up to the
Park.”

“The Park, six?"

“Yes, the Park.”

How strangely his footfalls sound-upon
the velvet carpets of the stately vestibule
—the doorSwere opened as he came for-
ward, leaning on a servant's arm.

on the transparent smow of her temples,

into smiles at every happy thought, was
perfect in its outline,

Was it strange that Col. Medham scarce-
ly believed it possible that he,the bronzed,
middle-aged man, with grave eyes and se-
rious aspect, would have won the exqisite
humsan blessom te gladden kis heart and
home? Was it strange that he looked on
his happiness as a dream, from which he
might at @ moment awaken?

“Of course it is merely a money match.
Any vnewith half an eye can see through
that.”

Col. Medham started as the words fell

“She don't care a pin for him person-
ally—she merely wants his money,but he
is too blind—" 'and the voice died away
in the buzzing of many other voices.

“Where is my husband?”
‘The very blood mounted to Mary Med-

king aim when Venard fired. Instantly|ham’s cheeks, as she—the wife of a. sin-
anather robber appeared, but took shelter| gle, sunshiny hour—spoke these ques-
to fire; and- when Steve saw the roof of | tioning words,

“Call Algernon, mama—tell him I am

of ‘his second barrel, aud, having loaded | quite ready.”

Stie leoked” sweeter in her traveling

Mary broke the seal with a transient

S| rocks.  Steve Vepard brought the news|thrill of curiosity.
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of his adventure, and the $8,000, into

three dead bodies were brought in—the
first shot through the beart; the second

|through the right eye; the third through|:
| the body avd bead; and the first and sec-

ond when found were clinching their
cocked pistols, ' Wells, Farge & Co.
f_romptly_' awarded Steve $3,000, and at
ast:aooounts Steve and his ‘rifle were li-

onising in Central California.

| = Tae PrEsenT.—Some people are al-

ways wishiog themselves somewhere but
where they are, or thinking of semething
else than what they are speaking, - This

-Lple_n_'e nobody, It is better to be- inter-

ested with the best. A principal cause

. |of this_indifference is the adoption of

| which we are not
{ consequently, we are not in reality inelin-
| ed,. :
" | clagges, and arises from the errfr ofbuild-
| ing o1
. | instead

(other people’s tastes to the cultivation
of our own, the pursuit after that for
tted, and to whieh,

kis folly pervades morgeor less all

A=l

'en) oyment on the world's apinion
‘oﬁgﬁ’, with due _regard to ofh-

¥ ters, each our cwn world.

llor
. AND . .
YUPUBLIO,
om;, Monrc ,. :

MaNAgeMENT OF YoUNG CHIOKENS.—
A writer in the New York Times says:
When the chickens are hatched, if before
taking thein from the nest you would oil

|the'top of the heads of the little chicks,

ou will destroy all the lice there are in
the brood; for as soon as two or thiree are

{hatched, all the lice ,upon the hen leave

r, and quarter themselves upon the

. heads of the chicks, and the oil will kill

them; aod then with clean quarfers for
the chicks on a start, and a thorough
cleansing of the coop each week, you will

* . |not fail to raise your brood,

fted iotihe 6 Hia” ol

Str REviance.— I bave great confi-

|dence, says & writér, “in young men who
believe in themselves, eud are nceustomed

to- rely on their own resources from an

{snd takes him by the beard, I
surprised to find it'come off in his hand,

timid adventurers,” -

“MarY—I heagd your Uncle Sinclair's

words just now—that you cared not for

me, but for my money solely. Itis yours,

unfettered by me. Good-bye, fun;ever,
i A 1

Mary uttered a low cry, as she clung
to her mother's arm. :
“Mama, I am not dreaming, amI? Am
I wife and widow in a single hour?”

And she fell down like one dead at Mrs.
Kendall's feet.

““T'here is some strange misunderstand-
ing,” said Mrs, Kendall, ‘who had grown
as pale as a ghost. *“Col. Medhaw will

“=2ilis the way te enjoy mothing well, and to|be back 1a a few hours.”

Bnt the hours went by—and the days
—and the weeks—aye, even the years—
and Algernon Medham never came baeck
to the beautiful young wife whose bridal
day bad been so strangely clouded.
“Only four miles further to Winley
village, sir,: Keep up a good heart, and
I'll have you there in no time at all.”
The kind-hearted strge driver pulled
the warm buffalo rebescloseiyarpund the
wasted figure ere he mounted to his seat,
muttering to himsell’

“He isn’t fit to travel, nohow. I don't

see what his folks ha’ been thiakin’ of| to
Jet him go away from hum, Fever, I
5 pos
some folks' freaks,”

While Algerson Medbam—so weak

thought.
“Homeward

while the rosebud of a mouth, breaking

Well, there's no accountin’ for

and faint that the stars above seemed blurs
of light against the blue black eoncave—
lay back and indulged in melancholy

bound at last! And can

‘early period.  When a resolate young fel-
low steps up to the grest bully,thée world,
he is often

and that it was only tied on %o scare away

: ot
o "ﬂi‘imam ﬁ'r(;‘ll{;:}gesui::mg ious reverie, at what scemed the echd of
"o 1o |related by Leigh Huot) that ‘‘truth was
mn'a and not to be wasted on every-
y: - :

it be possible that I am coming home only
to die? Well, Winley ochurch-yard isa
sweet and peacefal spot—perhaps it is as
well. - I would rather be buried where the
fragrance of the violets that purple Med-
ham park shall be wafted over my lonely
grave by the earliest' spring winds. [
maoy as well die in the little village ino.—
I would not darken Mary’s bright life
with the shadow of ‘death; perhaps she's
married a happier man—if so, I will per-
ish as I have lived, and make no sign.—
Yet I would like once -more to see her,
the sweet mistrass of Medham Park.
He roused from his gloomy, half-delir-

his own words, from two young men who
were chatting earslessly on the opposite
seat,

Ah! six years have altered her but lit-
tle, and, watohful as ever, she sat by the
ruddy glitter of the fire, her golden curls
falling 1n a shower of brightness on her
deep mouruing dress and on the flushed
cheek resting on her hand. While on
her lap, open, lay—his own picture. The
picture he had given her in the sweet
courting days.

“Mary!”

She looked up vaguely—this was prob-
ably but one of the fevered fancies that
bad so often led into agoniziag disappoint-
ment.

“Mary—my wifel"”

“Oh, Algernon!”

Now, indeed, she knew that it was her

land robbed of $8,000 belonging to Wells, |upon his ears, but the unconscious speak- | husband’s self. And springing to her|O! strike out the white! and thus hasten the
| Fargo & Co. Within a few hours there- |er, standing just within a doorway of an|feet she burst into hysteric tears and

|after the 8heriff's posse was started out|adjoining room, went on:

‘aughter on his bréast. Thesyears of pa-
tient waiting—the long ordeal of sweet
submission were rewarded at Jast,

And when the violets of spring time
purpled the suany slopes O¥ Medham

Oune instant Col. h@edham stoad l:hera. Park, the sweet odors floated across no|All wise above wisdom—we'll strike out the
and saw at some distance above him, par- | pale and motionless like a personstricken | nameless grave, but fanned the forehead

tisllyconcealed by rocks, a man counting | With the hand of death. And in an in-|of g happy husband,whose fair wife gath- | Embrace as our equal the race Troglosdyte!
over mopey. - The man saw him, and|stant his resolve was taken.

ered the vielets as she walked by his side,

with eyes that were full of unspoken
bliss.

e A i i

htenius Ward on Napeleon’s Life
of Cacsar.

I set up a spell by the kitchen fire
readin’ Napoleon's Life of Caesar, "What

houldap- | dress than she looked in all the gleams of |a reckless old cuss he was! Cssar made
em were | peatls and snow-white silk—the fair little |it lively for the boys in Gaul, didu’t he?| Gome, Cuffee—come Bushman! Hottentet,
He had already got the mopey | creature.

He slewed one million of citizens, male

“If you please, ma'am,” said a rough|and female—Guuls and _(3&01“3335—“’31“1 With Baxon, with Celtie, and Caunscasian be
still higher up in the ravine, and Steve|looking man, carelessly elbowing his way then he sold another million 9!‘ 'em into :
| now fired his third shot, which, not tak-|through the crowd, “'here’s a note for Mrs. slavery. He continnered this style of] , 4 cothe, Patagomian! Feejeean, too!
« ling fatal effect, a fourth was fired, and a| Medham.”
| dead man’s body rolled down among the

things for sum time, when he was sassi-
nated in Rome by sum high toned Reman
gemmen, led on by Mr. Brutuy, When

“I may as well read it while I wait for old Bruty inserted his knife iuto hin:n, We'll strike ont the white! and dame nature
| Neyada City at 2 o'clock, the game after-| Algernon,” she thought. “How strange! Cresar admitted that he was gone up. His
{noon of the robbery, and soon after the| This is Algernon's own writing.”

funeral was a grand success,the house be-
in’ crowded to its utmost capacity. Ten
minutes after the door was opened the
ushers had to put up cards on which was
printed, “Standin’ Room Ooly.” T went
to bed at last, *“And s0,” I said, “thoun
hast no ear for sweet melody?’ A silve-
snore was my only answer. Belsy

slopt

An llonﬂE'Confmlon.

In the debate in the Senate on the
Tariff Bill, a Republican United States
Senator from Michigan said:

“Mr. Chandler said that the free-list
was made up so as to faveor New Eogland.
Fertilizers were exempt from the tax:
they were not used in the Northwest.—
Thrashing-machines were taxed: they
were not used in New England.

“Mr. Fessenden said that was a great
mistake, :

“Mr, Chandler said that he had trav-
eled all over New England,and had never
seen a thrashing-machine there. They
used the old-fashioned flail altogether.”
If it suits New Buglaud to have an ar-
ticle on the free-list, it is put there; and
if it is more for her interest to have an-
other article heavily taxed,it is also done.
The whole poliey of the Government is
now for her benefit.

Tue CONSTITUTIONALITY OF THE IN-
coMe Law 1o 88 TesrED.—A citizen of
Springfield, THinois, who reports under
protest an’ income of $52.000, will, it is
said, refuse to pay his'income tax. When
the usual compulsorl action of the Reve-
sue officer is invoked, he will apply te
Judge Davis for an injunction to restrain
the Government official from collecting,
He takes this course to test the constitu-
tionality of the income law.

8&*The fellowing from the Circleville
(Ohio) Democrat is not bad:

Parson Brownlow says he would not
start for Heaven with the Democrat par-
ty. Very trae. The old whelp is too
far on the road to hell—in fact, he is so
near there, that the little devils have
stopped sifting brimstone to look out’ of
the window as they see him coming down
ot the home streteh-—neck and neck with
Ben. Butler and Thad. Stevens,

et~ () ——

& The destruction of sheep by the
storm in Northern Qhio,on the 17th jast.,

e

¥y [From the Albany Argus.]
STRIKE OUT THE WHITE.

[’!’0 BE BUNG IN RFPUBLICAN CAUCUSES, ACCOMTPA-
NIED WITH A BANJO.]

Tune—“The Campbells are Coming."
We'll strike out the “white;” constitution and
laws

Shall know no such word in a line mor a
elause!

Our brother no longer ghall “golor'd" becall’d,
But known as & SBaxon or Teatonic curl’a!

Our lexicon, too, we will also amend;

No longer shall Negro its pages offend;
Wo longer shall Africa stamp opon man
The odious name of the children of Ham!

We'll teach the vile world that Republican
reign

Can wipe from the Ethiop every stain!

And do what has never been done since the
flood,|

We'll make all the nations to be of one
blood!

Yes, strike out the white! and have none of
our laws

Contain the vile word in a line or a claunsel
We'll have butl one ballot! one hand and ene
head!

All love shall be free! with one heart and one
bed!

We'll strike out the white, and pay dalliance
te nig;

Join Bambo and Celt in political jig!

We'll strike out the white and have jubiles'
come,

And Celtic and Saxon s%4d Afric ba one!

hour

When all shall thus bask in Elysian bower;
Yeal strike out the white! and on Canaan’s
* shore

An Fden untempted will bless us onoe moral

whitel

The Esquimsnx, too, as & brother we'll hug,
And know no distinctior *twixt Christian and
Thug!

To be of one blood we'll have every rage—
Tho’ ring-streaked and speckled will be ev'ry
face—

Por this iz the way that all equal are made;
By nature—as was by our fathers once said!

comel
one!

With hearts full of love—we
youl

are weiting for

will teach

Ne longer 'twixt races to kesp up a breach!
As brothers and sisters we'll have all to be,
And riot on free love 'neath liberty's treel

0! happy the day when we came into pewer!
To banizsh all hate! have & common love
bowerl g

To etrike ont the white! to bleach the black
down!

And dye all as equals in beautifal brown.

The nations may ask why would wethus do—
Have all our posterity of a deep shady hue!
'Tis easy to answerl in hell we would reign,
Ere serving in Heaven, if power we can gain!

A Smart Station Agent.

Some years ago, shortly after the in-
troduction of the Illinois Central road
through that portion of Illinois known as
“Egypt,” an honest countrymnan who had
lived some forty years or thercabouts in
blissfal ignorance of everything pertain-
ing to the “keers,” was appointed station
agent at C——, one of those little out-of-
the-way places where, as Dickens says,
“no one could by any possibility want to
get off or.on.”  On receiving his instruc-
tions he was teld, among other things,
that as"C—— was merely a “flag station,’
trains would stop only when some one
wished to get off or on; and that if he
wanted to stop any train %e must “flag”
it. '
Shortly after his appointment, accord-
ingly, as the “mail" came thundering oo,
he placed the magic red flag in position
—the signal to stop.
As the cars drew up to the station the
conductor jumped off on the platform,
with his accustomed “All aboard!"” at the
sawe time asking if there was any pas-
sengers to get on.

“Wa'al, not as [ knows of,”" was the
puzzled agents radply1

“Then what did youstop the train for?’
shouted the irate conductor.
- %I didn't know but some one might
want to get off!” said the obliging agent,
in a conscious tone of injured innocence,

FresHENING FIsi—Many persons
who are in the habit of freshening mack-
erel, or other sal$ fish, never dream that
there is a right way and a wreng way to
do it. Any person who hasseen the pro-
cess of evaporation going on at the salt
works knows that the ealt falls to the bot-

FROM NEW YORK.

The Cholera Gorplcl-‘ How and
by Whom They are Buried -
Scenes on Board the Dead Ship,

The persons who convey the cholera
dead from the Falcon to the graveyard at
Staten Island are eontmual? dying of the
disease themselves. Last ric{i another
was taken off, making six insll. A de-
scription of the way in which the conta-
gion is acquired by them may be had
when the public are informed of how the
bodies are treated and buried, of which
a correct idea can be secured from an un-
exaggerated description of

A TRIP OF THE DEAD SHIP,

At nine o'clock every morning the'sloop
bearing the cholera corpses departs from
the Falcon ten miles southwestward,to the
Quarantine burying ground on Staten Is-
land, Thelong Elack outline of the Fal-
con, which without her masts, and freed
from cargo, rises abruptly forty feet high
out of the depths, presents a strong con-
trast to the meager-sized, bowl shaped,
sluggishly moved dead ship that hugs the
water and drinks the wayes as if' to seek
obscurity and purification for her loathe-
some load, They are well mated—the
gigantic Falcon is the huge monster that
daily belches out the victipns whom the
disease it nurses is constantly killing,
while the small repulsive sloop plays lack-
oy and tender, carrying off the nauseating
remains of those that its bigger brother
refuses Jonger to hold,

The two. men who now manage the
sloop, and convey as well as inter the
bodiaes, are stalwart Russians, of unusual
strength. But recently serfsin their own

ity, literally to obey their sad orders and
stolidly to perform their disgusting,though
necessary work. What nature gave them
in muscle she has withheld in sensibility.
The corpses, say six, are laid in parallel
lengths on the deck,partially covered with
sail cloth, The unused anchor weighs
down one end of the only shroud which
the poor dead but temporarily possess.—
To keep the other end from flapping an
unappreciated requiem, Joseph runs be-
low, leaving Nicholas whistling at the
wheel and brings up the bread-box to
place upon the cloth, and hinder its wind
made motion. But that is not sufficient,
though no other means are resorted to, to:
gcreen the discolored corpses. The breeze
is inquisitive, and lifts the side of the
covering to show the sun on whom he is
shining. A man of middle age, a woman
in her fourth decade,between them an in-
fant whose prattling on earth is hushed
forever, beyond these a young wife, near
her a gray haired man, and at a distance
a youth, the vigor of early life visible
even in death,—lie side by side, while

show the more horrid effects of the terri-
tures, compact frame, the now pMlid blue

gest their German birth. Indeed, the
tality is almost universally among this
class, Hundreds have left the grandeur
and the gayety of the Rhine, only to
breathe their geath-ghrgle at the mouth
of the Hudson, on the portals of the land
whither freedom safety and abundant op-
portunity ‘woced them. :

The sloop forces a languid passage
through the waves, that dash with a mo-
notonous thud, thud, against. her sides,
while the stillness of the air and the si-
lence of the dead are rudely marked by
the indifferent jokes of the dual erew,than
which the oceasional ereaking of the rest-
less mainsail is not less grating to the
scene, :

THE BURIAL GROUND,

The ground reached, an open gravel
gapes ready for the dead yet death breath-|
ing bodies. Maore than five feetdeep and
twoand a half feet wide it seems spacious,
but when it is remembered that six dis-
torted shapes that once were human be-
ings are to be jammed in' that hole, dis-

ust is felt at its shameful'shallowness.—
%t was dug the night before, by men who
never attend the barial, bat their part of
preparation done, averse or fearful of su-
perictending the conelusion of the hor-
rid work, El‘ha corpses are carried hur-
riedly graveward, and thrown in in ' their
order of size, which brings the young
wife next the top, aud the infant upon her
breast. Neither coffin, shroud, nor even
a box is there. Str hsnds shovel in
the waiting earth on the slmost bare bod
ies. Six so nearly filk up the cavity that
but few spadesful of earth suffics, and
those descend not with the ringing sound
that salutes tho coffined dead, but with
the dull, heavy, echoless sound of dirt
agaiostflesh. Perhaps nine final inches
of olay cover the npmost corpse, perhaps
less. No prayer, no. mourners, no priest,
no shroud, no eoffin, no friends, with one-
sixth of one grave, and & meagre morsel
of earth for their cover, the daily aug-
mented cholera dead sleep en by the side
of the ocean, and at the door of a land in
which, coming to seek a home, they were
not able to obtain a decent tomb. .

very rarely a poor u
of doubtfal _credit.

ere frequently settled, and he never.
with“l;'lﬁefnl e m“

large demands. Small debts-

the door; whata says whom you
have turned out of doors; -what your
neighbor says about yoar children; what
your rival
your dress.

dressed as well as you m _

| with a wallit and nothia in it but aJotiof
noosepaper seraps,and a:n:lvry
too noosepaper stamps and 8 pass 2
ralerode direktor, ir a_contemptable
persition om the publick, As I 1

s editur I retarne yer trash—T neverrébd
any only gentlemwen.” - -

distorted features, the last stamp whith| with a couosellor of

agony impressed, and a fetid, indescriba- | Bordesux, w

ble odor that offends the air® and sickens|headed, The latter mnclg@lgpq
the senses, tell the dreadful story.and|fiery remarks, said: mgg_’

ble pestilence, Klaxen hair,rounded fea- | tell you, T will’

ing to church with bim, the

ins from H——, 50

up.” “Beesuse,” said the Fude feliow:
mirror reflects without s ng; & w
man § without reflecting.”’ ¢
%:3?,&"?‘::;& 9 l_h!h:-k- “Now answe
¥ is a man uolike & mirref?” .

not tell yew.” “Because the m
polished, and the man is mot?™ “° "

“What is that?” said the Sunday sohool
teacher, pointing tv thelatter 0. =
“%unnoé" #aid the urchin, =~ °
“What hen '
R 0 you say when you lh:!??%t
“D—n it,” was the precotious reply.
“My brethren,” said s good old back
woods preacher, “I'm_gwine to_pres
you u plain serment, that ‘even Wimmen
san noderstand. You can find oiy’ tex
in the five verses of the two eyed chapt
of one eyed Joha” It was sometime
before it was perceived that he meant I
John, ohapter 1. ° o

The editor of a nnﬁnh:  paper says that
he felt called upon $o Pugl{;h father Lew-
is’ sermon ou the “Locality of Hell,” as
it was a question in whichi netly ail of

:

his readers were deeply interested. ;

PUNCIUALITY.—A ‘punctesl’ man is

in raising mouey to

ruin credit, and when a man has lost
he will Bod himself at the bottom of
hill e can not ascemd. T

SenstsLe Apvics—If you

b wh ood men, ‘open
country, they understand but enough En- 'J&?ﬁ.:u, ::::g mdm w‘n

| glish, and possess but sufficient personal- | 1§ is not worth while to hear what you

servants say when they arg angry; what
your children say when they have slammec

says. about ymhiimn
T s e pa
Tue FATE of ALL SucH.—Au edifor.of

a Western paper, while takiog a enoo
after dark, traveling in a railway carriag
had his pocket™ picked. "The thief ne:
day forwarded the pocket-book

‘ £ 3
to the editor's office, with the I‘nﬂm

note:

“Yeou :.niz,anﬁl skank heres 3 o
it book. T don't keep sich, i@}fﬁ

o |

was,
tuth comb,

s RHGUESEE

qun!. '“ . " i % o
gt e

was witty but rather hot

wl ‘“epﬁhﬂw ‘?‘l s

“Mr. President, if this is W 5

of the staring eyes that will not l_hnt,anig— ly. “Small preséuts keop up fr
3 s Keop o

Frer ANp Easy.—Ol leg —

of Torringford, was -ﬂ;m
man. One time, when his cong

had, most of them, dispase ems

for their afternoon nap, he startled them;
as well as their ideas
asking, in his loudest

ideas of propriety, by

“What's the price of |

At another time, some strangérs coft

paid more attention -to them he
did to him. Losing all patience, be stop:
ped é’iﬁi’ s_og_m_n,syi said: o dhs;
“Those folks in my pew are my cons:
yon"mﬁﬂ‘,tﬁs’i,&“;ﬁ
them any more.” nkn :'_-;:rv.mr,-}
A little boy was seat to the mill oid

{day, and the miller saidy

ple say: nu-m;l.nm'*_;"
me. what you know and what you. dou’
know.” “Well,” replied John, )

the miller' s hogs are fat!” "uf that”

well, John!? Now,what don't p:m

] don't know whose corn fats:"eml” -1
“Wall, ‘Annie, how did 'you get-ales;

with that stupid fool of & lover of y¢

“Oh, yes, I got rid of him easy en

I martied bim, and have no Jover

Deacon J—- fnnnd hi% nl_-. od
cooking eggs late at night, “T

noné of this,” says the Deacon. “T
none for you,” says the boy. t
A gay and festive Englishmas
a visit to Washington Market,espied so:
water-melons. “Aw,” said he, “‘eawn’t
yeou grow larger a{)plu than thosein this
ountry?” “Applesl" exclaimed the vea
;er; “they ain't apples; the "u&,m

green peas I've beeu shelling ™™ o

advance one’s 'hapﬁnug ‘would seem to
be put to rest by the Irishman 'who went
courting when druak; was asked what
pleasure. he found in d:hkmfﬁ%ﬁ!
“QOh, Nelly, it's a trate intirely %o see tw
of your swate purty faces 'ihls‘ta’a'lg‘(' .

" said Coxcomb,

“A pair of pretly eyes, :
“are the best mirtors {mno‘bjﬁ‘

- | slbasy |

oW

e

: Thb'ﬁqasﬁ'on; “Dou tai:'g Mi‘ﬁ

B Gevsral, ‘that

abhe replied old Hunx, the bachelor, “und’
3 ' his house,

“Mét:il aml Pll‘kl Itis th@ finost plaoa bave known ]n'.ny a m;'}hﬁ.&:m

io the country, and a very pretty romance

tom. Just 5o it isin the pan where your| Fromn thisstate of factsit 1s no wonder

is even greater than was anticipated. In

o

Py AP g i e bt ) Snofe i B S . &

e ‘8 pea. The reason why. people know mot

wins. Bend" 18 cents Tor
BACON & PETERSON, 31

their duty on great oecasions,is that they
will mot take the trouble of doing their
duty on little occasions.

¥y 4 -

lence, its calm, its immunities,

indeed who can de no harm.

hangs over its pratty lady."”
“How do you mean?”’

: pay-Scarcely anything in life is so sweet
ilas the repose of Bunday—the soothing
- | suggestion of its devouter offices, its si-

‘@~Make no enemies; he is insignifitant

“Did you never hear? Mrs. Medham
was deseried by ber husband—"

“No—never deserted!”

The words broke almost involnntarily
from the sick man's lips,in a husky whis-
per, that was quite inaudible to the
speakers. &

“—within an hour of their marriage,in
consequence of ¥ strange misumlcrat.'n'ul-J

@

Lake County hardly a flock escaped, ma-
oy growers losing from 50 to 100 sheep.
In Trumbull County the estimated loss
is 1,900 head; Summit County, several
thousand; Tuscarawas County, 500, and
Carroll County, 600 to 800. The Michi-
gan papers think 100,000 perished iu that
State, - \

—_— .

3@~ Thad. Stevens, when asked “what
ailed him,” said “about seventy years, he
helieved.”

mackerel or white fish lies soaking, and
if it lies with the skin side down the salt
will fall to the skio and remain there;
when if placed with tue flesh side down,
the salt will fall to the bottom of the pan
and the fish comes out freshened as it
should; ‘in the other case it is nearly as
salty as when put in. If you do not be-
| lieve this, test it for yourself.

g8 No man is wise or safe but hg that

that the boat force is constantly thinned
by death; nor is \he horridly-hasty man-
nér in which the dead are treated ecredit-
able to those who permit such things. Tha
virulency of contagion frem the dead,
wore certain and fatal than  the infection
from living subjects, seem to be over-
looked or iguored, and the fright and re«
puguance of the adjacent island farmers
st having such illy-filtled and badly cev-
ered pits of pestilence ngar them 218 most

the air.
ADVERTISING.—A, gen
ed for a wife through the pape
ceived answers frow eightee
and vinety-seven busbands saying
could have theirs.
'lustration of the value of advertisinge. '

is honest.

natural.—N, 1T Weorld,

" §&~When thera'is :smm
bad children should: be put: out'to suke

This ié s prastioal'#<

Why is the vinderpest like o mouse?
Because the cat’ll cateh it % &




